The Safety Catch
he, lying with a grim joviality, "I am therefore leaving Mr. Trebbe
here to carry on until I can make other and more permanent
arrangements. You will kindly give him all the help he needs."
"Very good, sir/' said John, seeing a foolish hope die as philo-
sophically as might you or I.
"That's all for the moment," said Mr. Carver, turning his back
on John. "Now, Trebbe------" he continued.
John, with every sign of respect and willingness, withdrew,
closing the door quietly, for which courteous act, in view of its
last experience of being closed, it must be considered as feeling
grateful. He had scarcely had time to communicate the tidings that
Mr. Gassdrop's health had occasioned Mr. Carver so much anxiety,
before that solicitous gentleman emerged, followed by Mr. Trebbe.
When he had seen the Chairman off, Mr. Trebbe cast his humble
slough, wore no more the air of a plumber's mate, and most
annoyingly sat with John, going through the files, discussing matters
of none but commercial import, and preventing the development
of that conference in the gents' lavatory, the need for which was
almost bursting the young men.
Lunch-time came, but its usual relish and gaiety were absent.
Among several little reforms, Mr. Trebbe had rearranged the lunch
rota, so that Mr. Trumpcr and John took lunch between, noon and
one, the others to go on their return. "And to-day," Mr. Trebbe
had said, with heavy authority, "you, Klooner, had better go
alone. I want an hour with Trumper, so he can go with the others
at one. I have brought sandwiches with me, so I need not leave the
office. There will not be time. One of the girls can go and get me
some coffee, and I will lunch while I discuss correspondence with
Trumpet/'
Mr. Trebbe was evidently one of those fatuous fellows who
actually liked and enjoyed busincss> believing that when God rested
after thf Act of Creation, he still went on thinking about it.
Disconsolately, John strolled up Piccadilly a minute or two after
noon. He felt that eating alone was a barbarous and uncivilized act,
a shovelling in of foreign bodies, a digging of one's grave with one's
teeth. He yawned with boredom, but as he passed the entrance to
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